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in showing her some miniatures. On looking at him more
closely, I recognised an old enemy, the infamous Parsano
or Pogomas,
The blood rushed to my head. Taking Nina by the hand,
I led her into an adjoining room, and told her she must
instantly dismiss the scoundrel, or I would leave her house
never to re-enter it.
cHe is a painter.5
cl know. I know him; I will tell you everything fay and
by, but send him away now, or I must go.3
She called her sister, and told her to tell the Genoese to
leave at once and never to come back. It was all done in
a moment. When the sister returned, she said Parsano's last
words were, 'He will be sorry for this.'
The following night I went to Nina's again. The door
of the house opened on an arcade, which ran the whole
length of the street. It was very dark; I had only gone
about twenty-five steps when I was attacked by two men.
I stepped back, drew my sword, and called 'murder3 loudly,
at the same time plunging my blade into the body of the
nearest ruffian. I broke out into the street and ran off at the
top of my speed, fortunately just missing the bullet which
the second assassin fired after me. In my flight I stumbled
and fell, losing my hat, but I did not pick it up. I rushed
on till I reached my hotel. I was too breathless to speak,
and could only fling my bloody sword down before my
astonished host. My riding-coat was pierced in two places
below my armpit.
*I am going to bed,' I said to the honest Swiss. CI will
leave you my sword and coat. To-morrow, I shall ask you
to go with me before a magistrate, for some one has been
tilled this night, and you must bear witness that it was in
self-defence.'
'You would do better to leave the town at once.*
'What! you do not believe my story?'
*I believe every word of it; but go, I guess who struck the
blow, and God alone knows what will come o.f it.*

